WAS PUT TO RANSOM.                      233
" Never we. I will come back and put you out of your pain/' quoth some one.
" Siward! Siward Le Blanc! Are you in tins meinie ?" cried the knight in French.
"That am I.    Who calls'?55
"For God's sake save him !" cried Thorold. " He is my own nephew, and I will pay------"
" You will need all your money for yourself," said Siward the White, riding back.
"Are you Sir Ascelin of Ghentf'
"That am I, your host of old."
" I wish I had met you in better company. But friends we are, and friends must be."
And he dismounted, and did his best for the wounded man, promising him to return and fetch him off before night, or send yeomen to do so.
As he pushed on through the wood, the Abbot began to see signs of a fight; riderless horses crashing through the copse, wounded men straggling back, to be cut down without mercy by the English. The war had been a Foutrance for a long while. None gave or asked quarter. The knights might be kept for ransom; they had money. The wretched men of the lower classes, who had none, were slain: as they would have slain the English.
Soon they heard the noise of battle; and saw horsemen and footmen pell-mell, tangled in an abattis, from behind which archers and cross-bowmen shot them down in safety.
Hereward dashed forward with a shout, and at